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CHATTEIL XA XL = CUoNTINUE De

The narge, havine Hfted | PERT
‘o the Led, retvirnim) to Kep chaly twe
side the fire, while Maorjorie put hig
arm oarouad the Hroe fellow’s shoyls
uere gond prosently foil asloep

Now that the fever  hd o aecnndly
passml awny, Marjorie's ennvidlescence

Was rapld
Bhe still kepr 1o her bl
wenk even o move withom

RIS HE T

and dutinge the day e Leon was con
atanily with b She nsked fon
questions, aml the mare she hoeord il
more her carlesiiy wn roisel

e ity hee vl toy the grve
fady whose Taee s Al pemean bermd

who shie now heard
In the
Lol

o hinve soon, and
was the misiregs of the houss
afternoon the fuds to the

e

Marvjorie was sitting np in bed that
day, propped ap by plllows, looking the
very ghost of what she had once been
while on the bhed beside her wag [itle
Laon, surronnded by Wis toys, He look-

A o, tamghed, sl elappeid hig hands
when Misg Dove vome tn, but she only
smtled and gentls cebubed him for his

oMt ronsnegEs,
Then she sat down beside the bed |
and 1ook Marjorie’s hand, |
“Well, my child,” ghe sald, “s0

you are rapldly getting well”™

For a moment Marjorle was sllent—
she could not spenk, The tears were
blindlng her eves and choking  her
volee, but she bent hep head and Kissed
the hand that had saved her,

“Come, come.” sald Miss Dove, “you
must not give wuy like this. You have
to tell me all aboul yourself, for at
present 1 know absolutely nothing”

With an effort, Marjorie conguered
her emotion and dreied her tears.  Hut
what had ghe to  tell?—nothing, It
seemoed, excopt thot she was fricpdless
and alone.

“Nay,” said the lndy, gently, “You |
are nol that; from the moment you en- |
tered this door you had friends, ot
tell me, my child, how was it [ found
you and your chilid starving upon my
threshold? You have a hushand, per-
hape? Is he alive or dead?”

Marjorle shook her head,

“"He is here, in Parls, madame.'

"And his name I8 Caussidiere, is it
vot? So Leon has told me”

"Yesg, madame, Monsieur Causs|-
diere.*” [

“We must geek him oont,” continued
Miga Dove. “Such conduct s not to
be endured. A man has no right to
bring his wife to a forelgn country and
then desert her"

“Ah, no,” erled Marjorie: “vou munst
not do that. 1 will leave the house
whenever you wish, madame, but do |
notl force me to gee thm again.”

Miss Dove looked at her for 4 mo-
ment in silence: then she rang for the
nurae, Hited Leon from the bed, and
gent him away,

“Now, my child,” she sald, when the
two women were alone, “tell me your
story."”

And Mauriorie told i, or a2 much of it
ag she could recall, She told of her
early life in the guaint olil manse In
Aunnandale with My, Lorraine Solomon
and Mysie: of Miss Hetherington, and |
of the Frenehman who came with his |
gpecious tongue and wooed her away,
Then she told of her life In Paris, of
ner gradual estrangement from all hes
friends, and flually of her desertion by
the man whom untll then she had be-
HHeved to be her husband, |

“So0," sald the lady, when she had
finighed, “you were married by the
English law, and the man I8 in reality
not your husband. Well, the only
thing we can do I8 to leave him alone
altogether, and apply to your friends."”

Marjorie shook her head,

“That is useless, madame,” she sald,
“When my lttle boy had naught but
starvation before him [ wrote to my
mother In Annandale, but she did not
puswer me.'”

‘18 that so?"

“Yes, madame, It s true,”

“It 18 very strange,” she sald, "but
we must see what can be done, Mar-
jorle—may [ call you Marjorie? In the
meantime you must not think of all
these sad things, You must amuse
yourself with Leon and got well quick-
ly, and my task will be the lighter.”

After this Interview Miss Dove vigit-
ed Marjorie every day, and gsometimes
gat for an hour or more by her bedside;
and when at length the fnvalld, who
gained strength every day, was able
to rise from her bed, she lay upon a
couch by the window, and watehed the
sunshine creoping Into the strects.

It was not like Muarjorie to remain
idle when there was so much to be
done, and us the wenkness passed away
hey braln began to work, planning for
the future. She had several schemes
made when she spoke of them one
ulght to Miss Dove,

The Iady lstened quietly, then ghe |
sald:

“You wounld rather remaln In Paris,
Marjorte, than go home?”

“Madame, I have no home."

“You have Annnndale Custle.”

She shook her head,

“Indeed, it 18 not my home now! 1
wrote, and there was no answer."

“But suppoge you heard that that
was @l & mistake; suppose you learned
that your dear mother was ready to
open her arms to cecolve  you, what |
would you say then, my child?”

Marjorie did wor reply. If the truth

| left alone.

| heart, you were his widow Instead,"

RANAN,

INTERNATIONAL PRESS ASSOCIATION.

st be wld, her teoubiled eavr fonad
Htthe comfort in"the thought of & meets

Ing with Mbse Hetherington.

A Tnst, nfter tong  reflection, she
ke

I Kuva oy mother she 18 my
pithier b veey good: buar It has al

viea fotality sinee 1| wax born, and 1

iy haedly realize yel that we are so
close afine Al IF T hod bul known,
attane! 0 she e bul told me ot

the thist, | shanld never have left Senl-
vl oF Kuown so maclhh corrow ™

Miss Iove slehed In sympathetie ac-

[LAR EAFLR A (TR ]

Iodx n spd  story, “ahe peplied
Your mother, proud lady as she 1
hos been a grear sloner: bhat ghe has
Been terribly  punished sSurely, my
chitd, yon do noel bear any  avger

realigt her In your heat ™
UNane, mndame; but shie 1= w0 girange
aidd prosd. 1 oam abmost dfonid of her

(N LD e
Vi vt Baave ot loy loving friends,”™
nilomeeend the  Ind miling  Kkindly,
P you romcmber e, Satherband 2

rhnnde  Authertuna
Jovie, Joxfully, "Who told son of him?"
“Himself, e i boek here In Parls.”
Marjorle wttered a ory of delight.
“You have seen him? You have spok
en o hlm? He Kuows '
“He Knows everything, my ohild; and

erled  Mar- |

| he is walting below il | give him the

signal to come up, Can you bear to see
him?™"

There wis 1o peed to ask that ques-
tlon. Marjorie’s dushed  cheek  and

sparkling eve had answered I long he-

fore, Miss Dove stole quietly from the
room, and almost tmmedintely  reap-
peared, followed by Sutherinnd  hilm-
snlfl

“Marjorie! my poor Mpdjorie! he
eried, selzing ber hands aml alimost
rohibing.

IBut who was this that Marjorio saw

approaching, through the mist of Wer
own Joyful tears? A stooping figure,
teaning upon a staff, tarning toward
her g haggard fo o, and strotehing out
a trembling palsied bund, Tt was Miss

| Hetherington, trembling and weeping,

all the harsh Hoeanments softensd with
the yearning of a mother's love.

“My balrn! my batrn!”

“0Oh, mother! mother!" cried Mar-
jorte: and mother and daughter elung
together, reunited In a passionate om-
hrace,

CHAPTER XXXV,
HEY took her home |
JA% with her lttle boy
5y to Anuandale, and
% there In the old
I\ Castle Marjorle

C v
}/.‘_J' AW soon recovered her
B Lo

| v health and her |
= \‘"H!J strength It!
JONS wias  winter still; !
ié"ﬁ ’J/ the landscape was
..j‘a_; white with snow,
tho trees hung '

heavily under the ley load, and a blue
mask of lee coversd the flowing An-
nan from bank to bank; but to Mar-
Jorie all was gladsomoe and familar as
ghe moved nbout from scete to scene, |

sSha wore black, like a widow, and so |
did little Leon: and, Indeed, it was o |
common report everywhere that her
husband was dead, and that she wus

As to Miss Hetherlngton's secret, all
the world knew It now, for the swifi
tongue of scandal had been busy he-
fore Marjorle’s return,  Heedlems of (he
shame, heedless of all things (n the
world, save her Joy In the possession |
of her daughter, the graud old lady re-
mained in deep seclusion in her lonely
ancestranl home,

In these sald, yeo happy days, who
coulld be gentler than Miss Hethering- |
ton? The mask of her pride fell off |
forever, and showed a mother's loving |
face, sweetened with humility and |
heavenly pity. She was worn and fee- |
ble, and looked very old; but whenever
Marjorie was near she was happiness
itself, |

The fullest measure of her love, how- |
ever, was reserved for Marjorie's child,
Little Leon had no fear of her, and
goon, In his pretty  broken English,
learned to eall her “grandmamma,"”

“We began wi' a bar sinister,” sald
the lndy one day, as they sat together; |
“hut there's no blame and no shame, |
Marjorle, on you and yours., Your son
s the helr of Aunandale,"

“Oh, mother,” erled Marjorie, sadly,
“how can that be? 1 am a mother, but
no wife,"

“You're wife to yon Frenchman,'” an- |
swered Miss Hetherington: “ay, his
lawful wadded wife by the English and
the Scottish law, Out there In Franoe
he might rejiel you by the law of man;
but here in Scotland, you're his true
wife atill, though 1 wish, with all my

“lg that so, mother?”

“T'rue as gospel, Marjorle, It's wi' me
the shame lles, llke the bright speck of
olood on the hands of the thane's wife,
which even the perfumes of Araby
couldna cleanse awa'l"

“Don't talk of that, mother!" oried
Marjorle, embracing the old lady, *1
am sure you are not to blame,”

“And you can forgive me, my bonny
halrn?"

“I have nothing (o forgive; you were
decolved as—nos [ have been, O,
mother, men are wicked!—I think they
have evil hearts.”

The old Indy lovked long and fondly

down ftg columus: came upon 4 mark-

| HA¥S Nature,

in her donghier*s face, (hen she sald, '
with & loving smile
“1 ken one man that has

the heart

of o King ay, of an angel, Marjorie™
““ho, mother 7
"Who but Johnnie Sutherland? my
dossings an the nd' Hot for Wim, 1!

shonid hase lost my bidrn forever, and
It was for his sake, Sarjorie, that |
wished s wore o widow ndesd!™ \

Marjorte fushed p deep crimson and
tirmed her hend  awny.  Sutherland’s
unsworving Jdevotion had not falled to
touch her deoply, and she andersiood
It now In all s passionate depth and
viremgth; but she stift felt herself un-
der the shndow of her old sorrow, and
she knew that the tie whiteh bound her
tey Cnesldives contd anly e broken by
denth, |

. . » - "

Fhue tine passod on, antll the deeary
winter of thie terrible year,

lvsolnte I
<0 memornbil anil French |
!
]
]

e e
wier, sot in wlth ol s vigor. There
witss Ttthe Joy for Satherinnd,  Indeed,
his trinls were hevoming mot
than be conld bepe, and he was woniders
g whether or not, after all shiould
his home and when
thiere came o vicee of oows which faly- |
Iy stunned o

It came in the shape of
i paper from his Parlsion

al tnost
Marjorie

by

a Ietter and
wtist friend

The letter, after o jow preparatory
words, ran as follows
“You may be shooked, but 1 Jardiy

think voun will e sorey to henr of the
denth of youy lttle friends husband,
Leon Cavssldiere. He disappeared in o
most mysterions manner, and I8 sups
posedl to hnve beon privately put  to
deatl, What he was, Heaven kuows!
i he mixed o good deal in polities,
and Jodging from what you told me
about him, I shouldn't be at all sur-
prised to hear that he was o spy. Well,
ut any rate, whatever he was he is gone

peace be to hig soul, and 1 fancy the
world will get on a good deal better
withont hlm than with him. At any
rate, 4 certaln part of it will, 1 know!
With thig I send o paper, that you may
ol the ofMeinl neeount of the death
of vour friend, and know that there
i no mistake about 1t"

Having tinighed the letter, SButher-
lund turned to  the paper—glanced

ed paragraph, and read as follows in
the French tongoe:

“Canssldiere,  holding  an offlcer's
commission under the Committen  of
Publie Safety, has been convicted of
treasonable practiees and put to death,
He was tried by milltary tribunal, and
executed vesterday.”

Sutherlond put down the paper and
held his hands to his bead; he was
ke & man dazed. Was he glnd?  No,
he would not allow himsell to [eel glad
—to rejolee In the death of a felluw-l
crentire, even though he was his en-
emy.

And yet, If

Canssldiore was  dead,
Marjorie was free. The very thought
goomed to turn his brain.  He put both
the letter and the paper in his pocket,
and went up to his room, He couu not
work, but he sat down among his plet-
ures and tried to think,

What must he do? Go to Marjorie?
No, he conld not do that—for she would
dotect the joy in his face and volee,
and her sensitive nnture would recoll
from him, and that he could not bear.
He must not gee her; other lips than
hisg must tell the news

He remalned all the morning shut
up In hig room, but in the afternoon
he left the house, and walked slowly
acrogs the flelds  toward \"Ilil“!:i.tlll
Conetle

oy BE CONTINUR. ) |

COAL AND IRON.

showing That Greatr  HBritaln s
Molding Her Own,

Statisties show that, whereas Gream
Dritaln tn 1840 produced 756 per cent of
the world's supply of coal, at the pres-
et time it produc « only 34 per cent,
Atluntie liners no longer
carry coal from Great Britain for the
return journey: they now take Inp
American counl, and no less than 1,600,
000 tong of Amerlean coal were thus
consumed in 18856, The condition of the
fron manufacturing Industries has al-
ways exerclsod a most Important {nflu-
ence on the production of coal so that
n large demand for lron draws with
it o large demand for mineral fuel, Dur.
ing the last twenty-five years tlu1
world’s production of pig lron has in-
creased from 12,000,000 to 26,000,000
tong; but the share taken by
Great  Britain bas  fallen  from
488 per cent  to 20  per cent,
while that of the United States
has Increased from 141 per cent to!
26.2 per cent, that of Germany from
11.4 per cent to 21.4 per cent, and that
of Russia from & per cent to 4.7 pm
cent, Indecd, iron I1s now belng lm-
ported from the United States into this
country, and, locredible as It may

Nop |

| geom, the rallway station at Middles.

borough, the center of the tron trade,
s bullt of iron brought from Belgium
Surely, then, the author of “Our Coal
Resources at the Cloge of the Nlne-
teenth Century” hardly right in
th'nklug that 1' “ish coal and frop !
still hold theis 0. He argues that
other countries IZirope are exhaust-
ing thelr coul st lies just as Great
Britaln, yet the 1 ures he gives show
that Germany has in reserve, wichin a
depth of 3,000 feet, 108,000,000,000 tons
of conl, as compared with our 81,683,-
000,000 tons within a depth of 4,000 feet,
And this estimate does not include
brown conl, of which Germany ralses
26,000,000 Lons annually.

Protmbile Chynge in the Kabber Industry

Hitherto rubber has usually hesn ge .
cured by the wasteful method of cut-
ting Aown the trees. The recent dis-
covery that the leaves furnlsh a purer
and more coplous supply of gum than
the trees, prodmises to produce a great
change p that industry.

{ostill ten mibles from the Notel
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THE PHANTOM TRAIN.

My Mas Mars I U Histeha
Iowien b e fl o
- 't
I YR Rept, 20, that
| 0opaity of five, inp
| \ olidin myesaell,
r l RO rLed o Oon i up e
1) SVt Noteh, a
wilil and  romantje
} pass slinneed somd |
W fiity miles north of
o all | A the  Whitee Moun
orf-.“" N nin Cihrenm
Ll 1Y |

wH e Prevenies
our setting Torth ar the
o I nightfal)  ere we
through Colebrook; Inddecd, Tomps wers
e in many of the stores and dwellings
Upon inguiry we earmed thal we wera
We e
forward il
vl il

projusedd hoar,
Wiks

cliled, however, 1o go

ough our horses were tindd

sot pull well toweiher, being both off
horses which had nevepr Yefore been
Iriven &lde by shile

The twink e Hah rew lous Ire
auent gl Soally disappearad altogeth
er, whieh 1o as to cogdeetire thnt we
were now b the Ddavibie peeton, The
tars anme ont and the 'moon guve a
Podut Bighr, b s andy sorvedh to miaks
more appivtent the oo of the im
penetrable foreste gl rocks @ rs, any
amowe obeeprvisl ol oh wo pegretiod
that we had mor eefadned at Colebrook
untll morning, for the pond (Ff ool pe
toally dungerons, wis dreary enough,

We seemaed as mach out of (he world,
or At least Teom the abodes of mbn, s
though we lood been traveling Jdays in-
upemd of hour e of o loon, wi
some other bird of nlght, oveaslonally
broke over the sllenee whileh  settled
over us: for the gentlemen were (oo
much enguged In thele oforts (o keep
the horses In the narrow path to in-
dulge In any bot lneonle pemarks, and
Migs Alden and 1, with tightly elasped
hands, sat rigld and still, walting for
the carvlage ta be overturned o hueled
downwards into the far-reaching dark-
s,

“Aren't vou afeald?” exclaimed Miss
Alden,

“No, 1 feel as safe gs thongh | woers

“rs

In my mother’s lap,"” returned Charlle, |

but immediately before the langh sub-
sided be drew the horses up suddenly,
Mr. Ackley got down and  discovered

that he had parrowly escaped  lUelng
thrown down a pregiples.
“S8hall we go on?" I asled auxlons

Iy.

“We can't turn aronnd, and
yoe we must,” returned Charlle,

The gloom Inctepsed, the  durkness
thickened
side of the rond, the curtalns of our
wire down, and Miss Alden
and myself were thus enveloped In to-
tal darkness.  As for my lttle oy, he
had fallen asloep,

sSuddenly we heard the ghrill whistle

¢ M-

A TRAIN TEARING ALONG,
of a locomotive and the thunder of a

traln broke the sllence, Our  horses
quivercd with fright so that thely har-
ness shook, and they began plunging
and rearing.  Dending forward to peer
out, we #aw, high up on the crags, the

Hghts of o passing train.  Another
whistle, o rumble, and It bad van-
Ishied,

“Heavens!" exelaimed Charlle, "we

bave seen the phantom tralp,”

“Phantom train!” pepeated Miss Al-
den, 1 see nothing remarkable about
i,

“Nothing remarkable when there s
not a railrond track within  tweniy
miles of here! That train,'” gald Char-
He, “If 1t did not Hoat in the air, ran
over the polnts of stones hristling gev-
eral feet apart, and at an altitude that
girvevors have thus far not Interfered
with.”

“Is this true?" 1 asked,

“It Is Indeed,'” he replled. "1 have
heard of this phantom traln, but never
believed In Itg existence untll now. It
cnly appears one night in a year, and 1
suppose, lucklly or unluckily, we have
ehanced upon that night,”

Absurd as the story has always ap-
peared to me, I did not, in the un-
canny darkness which surrounded us,
find it too strange for bellef, Indeed,
had we not seen with our own eyes,
the phantom traln?

“Shall 1 tell you the story as 1 heard
It asked Mr., Aekley,

“0, ne, not untll we gre out of
gleom,” sald I,

“Ir we ever are,” gald Miss Alden,

We went on, past one or two lum-
bering camps, untenanted and solltary,
and just a8 we began to feel hopelessly
ghiut o by dongers, seen and unseen,
we entered a cleaved space, and In a
moment drew reln at a large, pleasant,
well=-Hghted hotel, the Dix house,

The chunge wos wonderful, Out of
the dreadiul darkness Into the cheorful
house anid the pleasant parlor where
quite & number of guests, remnants of
the summer visltors, were sitting cozlly
together,

“Hoe 1?7 Yes, | see it every 20th of
Zaptember for yeara till the landlord
took to having me here to tell the
story of hlg company * broke from one

this

Trees grew (thick on elther

—

~- — =
[eorner of the foom, and then wa obs

I.w-"l-'il a tall, weather<beaten old man
| Who looked straneely ont of pinee In
| the midst of the gronp of well-dressed
clty peaple

“lereklab Wigtoae"

ealedd one gentle

mon, vising aod wiacing ehindes fod Miss

| Aden and myacll wivn mhout to el
af the Phantom Train which 8 pogpin-
DIy suppored  to appear every  2oth
of poptoember,’

Ll ms niol Intereapt hits  reclind
P safd Mre. Avkley as we all exehangonl

TR\

You s Gl the ol moan. 1 was
hostlop down o Cohop, and | wis o
Ltendin® o my duties, when Into the
| sbable comen n Young man, gentoel hint

sorter disstpnted  lookin®, amd  with
somethin® o his eve that T ablin‘t Hke
the looks of,

UIhey el ome al thie ot
et et to DExville tondghi
IV the devil will help me,

he witn!

They say he helps Wi
1. veviitely, bt he adbdin’
Pwlhint 1 gald

thnt 1|
bt 11 o
windd 1 hielleyve

oW auvs
weotn to mind

Yo sew” guye he, ‘there's 4 voung
lady witly e, an’ her mothor s vory
sle Fowe o et threough the Noteh
teniuht maybe she will gee hor mot ey
before she dles We'se ot 1o go an' we
will g’

[ it thery
't

nin’ il there

this time or

traan
no team thet ViR
nieht saye L oand 1 oonened round to
caurd ane or the hosse s nad when | logk-
Pk Tronmd e wa'n't there. 1 was sar-
prisged, becanse vou =ee, (he stabile doora
opened and shut teerible hard  and
satiedaked on thelr hinges

Well, he was gone,  Vanlshed ke
P Ewent up to the house an’ the cook an'
the chimmber mabd wos o (odkin® about
i by in the partor

“URhe's hpnndsome e
thre,' siys Mary,
handeome, too
couple, | bilove”

Handsome ! sald the cook, ‘He's
too wicked lookin' to be handsome!

T wisle 1o eonld see her' saye 1 for
you see I pltlod the glel Iif she was go-
g to ran off with that muan

CWell, come with me,' says Mary,
1 guess vou can get o look at her, for
I am Jest g goln’ to ask If she wants
anvihing' ,

“1 rtollowed Mary ag fur as the par-
lor door, ut In o minute she comes aut
leokin® senred. She aln't there,' snys
she,

“Wall, ladtes and gentlemen, no one
AVer set eves on them after that, but
strange sights and gteange sounds wos
heard that night by more'n one
Higging, the milliney, was wiked W
it nolse ke o traln passin® her win-
der, and Dick Henderson was fin aver
by a traln and had his leg brake, There
wa'n't no teack, mind yon, where they
found him, and o good many folks sald
Dick was too deank to know what hurt
him.

Tt old Mr. Fellows Is the soberest
man you ever saw, and he heard o trealy
a tootin® and bellevin’ that nlght, ke
all possessed. 1 hoeored him tell on't
down to the store.  He thought the day
offjudgment had come.  And the Wid-
der Btorm, a mother in Isreael, If there
over was one, says she was a comin’
from n glek nelghbor's and saw right
hefore her an ingine, but she didn't see
no one else Ll the ear passed her, and
then, sittin® by the winder that was
pll die up, she saw o beantiful yvoung
lndy nnd she was a eryin'.
| v8he felt #a sorry for her, the Wid-
e Storm ALl that she saya ghe never
| thought of there Leln' no track for the
car I she 2ot home and then shoe sold
e shoouk ke a leaf, and she pemem-
bered that the smoke bhad o dreadful
curlous smel)

“Just & year from that night | hap-
penetd o be camped ont (o Dixville
woods, and long towurds miduight. 1
saw passin® hlgh up on the peakid
rocks o train tearin’ along at a ter-
rible rate, It waa all Ut up, but theee
wa'n't only the ingine and one car
Twas too fur off to see Inter the win-
dows, but I knew It was the same traln
That feller was a tendin' of the Ingine,
and the pretty glel was eryin’ inslde.
I woe sure on't, fur when a man calls
on the devil as he did, he's sure to git
help, and he's pretiy sure to git more'n
he wants on't,

“Wall, the next year me and Jim
Gullgher thought we'd glt nigher, If we
eould, nn' 80 we sot out to elimb the
rocks, 'loag In the afternoon, but sure's
vour born, we never gol no INgher,
though we clim' an' c¢lim’, When night
came, we was In a different place, but
no higher, By an' by the train came
tearin' along. It looked wickedey this
time, The Ingine seemed possessed, an’
belehed an' blowed an' quivered, and
throwd fire, and this time I could just
make out the flgger of a man walkin'
on the car, 1 looked "round at Jim an’
he Inld on the ground rollin® an' twist-
in' ag thongh he was In o At 1 shook
him pretty rongh an' he set up and
Kasped,

“CWall, KL says he, ‘1 never bhellev-
el nothin® before that yon ever see It,
but that's a phantom traln, sure ‘'nough,
Where's It goin' to?

“Sure's the worlid, 1 never thought of
that, but Jim's a readin' feller, you
sei, AL the rate that traln traveled It
[ conld go round the world pretty quick,
or down to Chiny, and ‘round tother
wany, for it don't need no ralls, you see,
1ot who way the feller an’ who was the
glrl, an' was It a lie about her sick
mother? U've figgered on It pretty
stiddy, but 1 don’t git no nigher the
truth.

“Wall, two or three years after o
tall, melancholy man come to the Phe-
nix to inquire after his danghter; sold
he'd tracked her so fur; sald he sup-
posod she'd gone off with a stranger to
him, His daughter got aequalinted with
him somewhere to sehool, Course no
ope could tell anything about her, and
thore wa'n't no one could bear to tell
him the turrible stories goin' "bout the
phantom traln, so he went back to
Canady."

nodrawn ple-
‘and her feller s
Thes'se o runaway

Every animal Adam named was a

new word added to his dictionary,

Migo &
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MANUSCRIPT ROOM,

Most interonting Plaee In the Whnle
Mritish Musenm,

e the bewlldering maoze of  Lhe
eitish mgenm, where me vy milos of
dichves and coses nre flled with world’'s
T theess s o Hittle room that
Aacts o greater numbor of visitors

than any other, savs Lippineoit's, The
crowils that thirong abent the cases in
wne of

It fis

o pesed] of ey
ou 'Illllfﬂ_" Wiverae ehnrpeinrist b
nocenter of fop el
orary people, aud vel seotis 68 ite
troetive to the foast legtned of the v
Hors. This b the ronm which contalng
the depurtment of autographis and man-
useripte, and the troasares within It

TR seholar

| are porhaps the most inmanly interest-

|l vonmitries

g o the whole musenm,  Here are
all manner of writhogs by the hands of
the world's grent men of many apges
Thore are personal el

ters of Kings and popes, queens, minis-
ters and conrtlers, whose pames in hias
tory, in story und In song seem nol to
stamdd for renl men and women, hut
rinthe e for legendary bednggs; wnd thesa
letters pevenl In some homely phitiae
ar bt of simple septiment 1 tonch of
Homan natvee whirh geems Lo make

Lihem more akin to those who curlously

sean the docnments to-day.
miy come, ps I voeme, (o actnal ne-
auintance with the most potable of
the characters in Shakespeare's histors
leal denmas, and get o new vopding, In
the gqundnt oviginal, of passages o his
works,  HMeve are charteors and siate
papers that tell volumes of history In
nofew Hoes Jlotters of the gront rellges
fons reformers, of stutesmen, generals,
pocta nnd composers,  These autograpl
documents, muny of them letters from
husband ta wife or lover to sweetheart,
show famons personnges In a vory dif-
ferent Hght from that in which they are,
commonly seen in the pages of hige
tory,

tere one

THE HOLY ALLIANCE.

Alexander of Russtn n Man of Roliglion
Mino.

The Ewmperor Alexander of Russia
wis i man of o mystieal, It may be
salil o gaperstitions, hablt of mind,
deeply Impressed with the divine right
of Kings, and, it must be added, with
wocorresponding convietion of the obli-
gation o govern according to what ha
regarded as Christinn principles, says
the Nineteenth Century.  Ha proposed,
thierefore, that the sovereigng In eon-
gross should enter into a holy alliance,
in which ench pledged himself person-
nlly o rule pecording to the Christinn
stundard, and to come to the nsslstance
of any other In the case of domoestie
ng well as  International  difculty.
Lord Castlerengh, ng the representative
of this country, demurred to a pledge
whieh hig soverelgn could not under-
tnke Independently of parllament, But
he desired to avold all possibliity of
disngreement with the other powers,
and especially not to offend the suscep-
tibilitles of 0 personage who had been
#0 Influentinl In overcoming the com-
mon enemy; and after correspondence
with Lord Liverpool at home, the
prince regent wrote o friendly letter
expressing his personal Interest and
sympathy with the alms of the other
sovercigng, while refenining on  the
ground of constitutional necessity from
entering, on his own part, into any
obligations  such a8 wera  proposed,
The other powers had no such hosita-
tlon.  ‘They undertook the sacred duty
of crushing trouble at the heglnning hy
lending thely forces to put down any
movement, whether strictly domestie
or not, which threatened to interfere
with an estublished organization, The
goneral outeame of the settlement was
i serles of guarantees nguinst interna-
tlonal aggresslon, supplementad by the
specinl obligations of the members of
the holy alllanee to suppress Interna)
lsoriders,

A Big Joh

Herr Schultze of the Berlin Academy
of Belences has taken upon himself the
task of preparing a work deseribing all
animals thut exist now or have existed
within historle times. The Academy
allows him $7,000 to cover the gxpensey
of his undertaking.

MIXED PARAGRAPHS.

From Port Tampa, Fla., there wer
shipped in Angust 14,400 tons of phos-
phate rock.

A bleyellst scorching down a Bath
(Me.) street with a baby carringe at-
tnched, attracted econsiderable atten-
tlon the other day.

A Russiun thistle nine feet in cirs
cumference was recently found grow-
ing by the wayside In the Santa e
valley, New Mexico.

“It seems the courts find no flaw In
Bilk's will” *You don’t say so! Why,
I supposed Bllks to be richer than
that,"— Detroit Journal.

Fuddy-—You consider
funny fellow? Duddy—The wittiest
man | ever knew. He can keep a
company of Englishmen in a brown
study an entire evening,—Boston Tran-
seript,

“Golf arm’ |s the latest discovery of
physiclons in the way of physical all-
ment, It results, of course, from goo
arduous and too steady Indulgenee In
the roval and anclent game of the
brawny Scot.

The Arablan and Afriean Bedouins,
when sufiering the pangs of hunger
and having nothing wherewlth to sat-
Isfy the eravings of appetite, draw
thelr belts tightly to compress the
stomach, and thus suffer less gastro-
nomie Inconvenience,

Hitherto rubber has usually been se-
cured by the wasteful method of ent-
ting dowu the trees, The recent dls-
covery that the leaves furnish a purer
and more coplous supply of gum than
the trees promises to produce & great
change In thal Industry,

Harriman a




